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would  really  be  surprised  if  you  knew  how  few  people  are 
happy.” 


“  Indeed?”  said  Mrs.  Packington,  not  feeling,  however,  that 
it  mattered  whether  other  people  were  unhappy  or  not. 

“  Not  interesting  to  you,  I  know,”  said  Mr.  Parker  Pyne, 
“  but  very  interesting  to  me.  You  see,  for  thirty-five  years  of 
my  Ufe  I  have  been  engaged  in  the  compiling  of  statistics  in  a 


he  reached  Fria 
ply  about  him ;  t 
he  rickety  gate  s 


phonograph  record,  of  course.” 

Whitefriars  has  been  extremely  useful  to  me."  said  Mr. 
Pyne.  “  I  bought  it  for  a  song  and  it  has  already  been  the 
scene  of  eleven  exciting  dramas.” 

"  Oh,  I  forgot,”  said  Mrs.  Oliver.  “  Johnny’s  wages.  Five 

”  Johnny?” 

“  Yes.  The  boy  who  poured  the  water  ftxrni  the  watering 
cans  through  the  hole  in  the  wail.” 

“  Ah,  yes.  By  the  way,  Mrs.  Oliver,  how  did  you  happen 
to  know  Swahili?” 


The  grounds  of  Lorrimer  C 
noon  sunshine.  Iris  Wade,  1 
delicious  spot  of  colour.  She 
of  mauve  and  by  skilful  ma 
younger  than  her  thirty-five  ) 
She  was  talking  to  her  friei 
always  found  sympathetic.  I 


instructions  splendidly. 

proceedings  shouldn't  bt 
was  absurd. 


"  Within  a  few  days,  I 
evidence  and  could  instr 
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dear." 

"Why  do  you  call  me  Hannah?”  said  Mrs.  Rymer. 

"  WeU,  it’s  your  name,”  said  Mrs.  Gardner,  bewildered. 
“No,  it  isn’t.  My  name  is  Amelia.  Amelia  Rymer.  Mrs. 
Abner  Rymer.” 


to  the  small  dormer  window  and 
!  Completely  mystified,  she  went 


^  WOMAN 


a  bearded  m 


“But  you  have,  my  dear.”  Suddenly  Mrs.  Gardner  darted 
across  to  the  chest  of  drawers  and  brought  to  Mrs.  Rymer  a 
faded  photograph  in  a  frame. 

It  represented  a  group  of  four  persons:  ; 
plump  woman  (Mrs.  Gardner),  a  tall,  lank  man  with  a 
pleasantly  sheepish  grin,  and  somebody  in  a  print  dress  and 
apron — herself! 

Stupefied,  Mrs.  Rvmer  gazed  at  the  photograph.  Mrs. 
Gardner  put  the  soup  down  beside  her  and  quietly  left  the 

Mrs.  Rymer  sipped  the  soup  mechanically.  It  was  good 
soup,  strong  and  hot.  All  the  time  her  brain  was  in  a  whirl. 
Who  was  mad?  Mrs.  Gardner  or  herself?  One  of  them 


”  I’m  Amelia  Rymer.”  she  said  firmly  to  herself.  “  I  know 
I’m  Amelia  Rymer  and  nobody’s  going  to  tell  me  different.” 
She  had  finished  the  soup.  She  put  the  bowl  back  on  the 


his  potations.  “What  do  you  do?” 

“The  confidence  trick,”  said  Mr.  Parker  Pyne  gently. 
Smethurst  gazed  at  him  in  lively  concern. 

“What — you  too?”  i  -a 

Mr.  Parker  drew  from  his  wallet  a  cutting.  He  laid 

it  on  the  table  in  front  of  Smethurst.  ,  d  t 

"  Are  you  unhappy?  (So  it  ran.)  If  so.  consult  Mr.  Parker 
Pyne." 

Smethurst  focused  it  after  some  difficulty. 

“Well,  I’m  damned,”  he  ejaculated.  ‘^You  meantersay— 
people  come  and  tell  you  things?” 

“  They  confide  in  me — ^yes.” 

“  Pack  of  idiotic  women,  I  suppose.” 

“A  good  many  women,”  admitted  Mr.  Parker  Pyne.  ’ 
men  also.  What  about  you,  my  young  friend?  You  wanted 

“‘*’™L’t'your'dlmned  head,”  said  Captain  Sme^rst._  “No 
business  of  anybo^'s— anybody’s  ’cept  nune.  Where  s  tna 

*  Mr.  Parker  Pyne  shook  his  head  sadly. 

He  gave  up  Captain  Smethurst  as  a  bad  job. 


The  convoy  for  Baghdad  started  at  seve 
ing.  There  was  a  party  of  twelve.  I 
General  Pofi,  Miss  Pryce  and  her  ni 
officers,  Whurst  and  Hensley  and 


I  o’clock  in  the  mom- 
Ir.  Parker  Pyne  and 
ice,  three  Air  Force 


HOUSE  AT  SHIRAZ 


Persia  after  a  stop  in  Baghdad. 

Jie  passenger  space  in  the  little  monoplane  was  limin 

modate  the  bidk  of  Mr.  Parker  Pyne  with  anything  L 
comfort.  There  were  two  feUow  travellers— a  large,  flo 
man  whom  Mr.  Parker  Pyne  judged  to  be  of  a  talkat 
habit,  and  a  thin  woman  with  pursed-up  Ups  and  a  del 


“At  any  rate,”  thought  Mr.  Parker  Pyne,  “they  don’t 
^_as  though  they  would  want  to  consult  me  profession- 

Nor  did  they.  The  Uttle  woman  was  an  American  mission¬ 
ary,  fuU  of  hard  work  and  happiness,  and  the  florid  man  was 
employed  by  an  oil  company.  They  had  given  their  fellow 
a  r^sumi  of  their  Uves  before  the  plane  started. 

‘‘I  am  merely  a  tourist,  I  am  afraid."  Mr.  Parker  Pyne 
Md  "1  am  going  to  Teheran  and  Ispahan 


strange  intimate  pattern  of  English  family  life. 

It  was  a  very  remarkable  performance,  displaying  as  it  did 
wide  and  unusual  knowledge  and  a  clever  marshalling  of  the 
facts.  Lady  Esther's  head  had  drooped  ;  the  arrogance  of  her 
poLse  had  been  abandoned.  For  some  time  her  tears  had 
been  quietly  falling,  and  now  that  he  had  finished,  she  aban- 

Mr.  Parker  Pyne  said  nothing.  He  sat  there  watching  her. 


“Cost  me  eighty  tht 
relish.  “  Aad  she  scre\ 
oS  and  roll  about  the  U 
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I  ask  to  be  searched,”  broke  in  Colonel 
lot  ask,  I  demand  it  as  a  right !  ” 
me  too,”  said  Hurst.  His  voice 


sounded 
asked  Sir  Donald,  look- 


“  What  does  everyone 
ing  around. 

"Certainly,”  said  Mr.  Parker  Pyne. 

"  An  excellent  idea,”  said  Doctor  Carver. 

“I’ll  be  in  on  this  too,  gentlemen,”  said  Mr,  Blund^. 
"  I’ve  got  my  reasons,  though  I  don’t  want  to  stress  them.” 

”  Just  as  you  like,  of  course,  Mr.  Blundell,”  said  Sir  Donald 
courteously. 

"Carol,  my  dear,  wUl  you  go  down  and  wait  svith  the 


d  the  girl  left  them.  Her  U 


.  There  was  a  despairing  look  upon  it  that  caught  the 
attention  of  one  member  of  the  party,  at  least.  He  wondered 
just  what  it  ir 


The 


earch  proceeded.  It  w 


completely  unsatisfactory.  One  thing  v 
was  carrying  the  ear-ring  on  his  person 
Lttle  troop  that  negotiated  the  descen 
heartedly  to  the  guide’s  descriptions  and 
Mr.  Parker  Pyne  had  just  finished  dre; 
a  figure  appear^  at  the  door  of  his  ten 
“  Mr.  Pyne.  may  I  come  in?” 

■■  ~  tainly,  my  dear  young  lady,  ce-r 


••  You  pretend  to  straighten  out  things  for  people  when 
they  are  unhappy,  don’t  you?”  she  demanded. 

“1  am  on  holiday.  Miss  BlundeU.  I  am  not  taking,  any 


-o _  me,”  said  the  giri  calmly. 

her^'*Mr°P>me,  I’m  just  as  wretched  as  anyone  could 


“  Well,  you’re  going  tc 


ru  do  my  best.” 

She  nodded  abruptly  and  left  the  tent.  Mr.  Parker  Pyne 
in  his  turn  sat  down  on  the  bed.  He  gave  himself  up  to 
thought.  Suddenly  he  chuckled. 

'  I  m  growing  slow-witted,”  he  said  aloud.  At  lunch  he 
was  very  cheerful. 

The  afternoon  passed  peacefully.  Most  people  slept.  When 
Mr.  Parker  Pyne  came  into  the  big  tent  at  a  quarter-past  four 
only  Doctor  Carver  was  there.  He  was  examining  some 
fragments  of  pottery. 

“  Ahl”  said  Mr.  Parker  Pyne,  drawing  up  a  chair  to  the 
table.  “  Just  the  man  I  want  to  see.  Can  you  let  me  have  that 
bit  of  plasticine  you  carry  about?” 

The  doctor  felt  in  his  pockets  and  produced  a  stick  of 
plasticine,  which  he  offered  to  Mr.  Parker  Pyne. 

No,”  said  Mr.  Parker  Pyne,  waving  it  away,  “  that’s  not 
the  one  I  want.  I  want  that  lump  you  had  last  night.  To  be 
frank,  it’s  not  the  plasticine  1  want.  It's  the  contents  of  it.” 

There  was  a  pause,  and  then  Doctor  Carver  said  quietly, 

”I  don’t  think  I  quite  understand  you.” 

”  1  think  you  do,”  said  Mr.  Parker  Pyne.  ”  I  want  Miss 
Blundell’s  pearl  ear-ring.” 

There  was  a  minute’s  dead  silence.  Then  Carver  slipped 
his  hand  into  his  pocket  and  took  out  a  shapeless  lump  of 
plasticine.  , 

"  Clever  of  you,”  he  said.  His  face  was  expressionless.  .|.  ■ 

”  1  wish  you’d  tell  me  about  it,”  said  Mr.  Parker  Pyneif  ' 


this  ear-ring.  A  mere  fiver  would  cover  its  value.” 

“You  mean - ?” 

“Yes.  The  girl  doesn’t  know.  She  thinks  they  are  genu¬ 
ine,  all  right.  I  had  my  suspicions  last  night.  Mr.  Blundell 
talked  a  little  too  much  about  all  the  money  he  had.  When 
things  go  wrong  and  you’re  caught  in  tjitrttlump— well,  the 
best  thing  to  do  is  to  put  a  good  face  oh*#nd  bluff.  Mr. 
Blundell  was  bluffing.” 

Suddenly  Doctor  Carver  grinned.  It  wR  an  engaging 
small-boy  grin,  strange  to  see  on  the  face  oPan  elderly  man. 
“  Then  we’re  all  poor  devils  together,"  he  said. 

’’  Exactly,”  said  Mr.  Parker  Pyne  and  quoted,  “  ‘  A  feUow 
feeling  makes  us  wondrous  kind.’  ” 


DEATH  ON  THE  NILE 

Lady  Grayle  was  nervous.  From  the  moment  of  coming  OT 
board  the  SS.  Fayoum  she  complained  of  everything,  sne 
did  not  like  her  cabin.  She  could  bear  the  mommg  ^n,  but 
not  the  aftemoOT  sun.  Pamela  Grayle,  her  niece,  obligingly 
pve  up  her  cabin  on  the  other  side.  Lady  Grayle  accepted 

“  Ibe'^swpi^  at  Miss  MacNaughton,  her  nurse,  for  having 


r 
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Lady  Grayle  was  forty-eight.  She  had  suffered  since  she 
was  sixteen  from  the  complaint  of  having  too  much  money. 
She  had  married  that  impoverished  baronet.  Sir  George 
Grayle,  ten  years  before. 

She  was  a  big  woman,  not  bad-looking  as  regarded  feat¬ 
ures,  but  her  face  was  fretful  and  lined,  and  the  lavish  make¬ 
up  she  applied  only  accentuated  the  blemishes  of  time  and 
temper.  Her  hair  had  been  in  turn  platinum-blond  and 
henna-red,  and  was  looking  tired  in  consequence.  She  was 

"Tell  Sir  George,”  she  finished,  while  the  silent  Miss 
MacNaughton  waited  with  an  expressionless  face— "tell 
Sir  George  that  he  must  get  that  man  off  the  boat!  I  must 
have  privacy.  All  I've  gone  through  lately - ”  She  shut  her 

“  Yes,  Lady  Grayle,”  said  Miss  MacNaughton,  and  left  the 


The  offending  last-minute  passenger  was  still  sitting  in  the 
deck-chair.  He  had  his  back  to  Luxor  and  was  staring  out 
across  the  Nile  to  where  the  distant  hills  showed  golden  above 
a  line  of  dark  green. 

Miss  MacNaughton  gave  him  a  swift,  appraising  glance  as 

She  found  Sir  George  in  the  lounge.  He  was  holding  a 
string  of  beads  in  his  hand  and  looking  at  it  doubtfully. 

"  Tell  me,  Miss  MacNaughton,  do  you  think  these  will  be 
all  right?” 

Miss  MacNaughton  gave  a  swift  glance  at  the  lapis. 


"  Very  nice  indeed,”  she  said. 
“You  think  Lady  Grayle  will  be 
“Oh.  no,  I  shouldn't  say  that, 
nothing  would  please  her.  That's  the 
way.  she  sent  me  with  a  message  to 


pleased— eh?" 

Sir  George.  You  see, 
real  truth  of  it.  By  the 
you.  She  wants  you  to 


get  rid  of  this  extra  passenger.’ 

Sir  George’s  jaw  dropped.  "  How  can  I?  What  could  I  say 


“  Of  course  you  can’t.” 
brisk  and  kindly.  “  Just  sa; 
She  added  encourapn^y.J' 

Elsie  MacNaughton’s  voic 


Elsie  MacNaughton’s  voice  was 
,y  there  was  nothing  to  be  done.” 
‘  It  will  be  all  right." 

His  face  was  ludicrously  pathetic, 
ce  was  still  kinder  as  she  said: 


not  a  policeman  I  wan 
u — it's  certainty  I  want. 

1  woman.  Mr.  Pyne.  I 
who  act  fairly  by  me.  A  bargain’s  a  bargain.  I’ve  kept  my 
side  of  it.  I’ve  paid  my  husband’s  debts  and  I’ve  not  stinted 
him  in  money.” 

Mr.  Parker  Pyne  had  a  fleeting  pang  of  pity  for  Sir  George. 
“And  as  for  the  girl,  she’s  had  clothes  and  parties  and 
this,  that  and  the  other.  Common  gratitude  is  all  I  ask.” 

“  Gratitude  is  not  a  thing  that  can  be  produced  to  order. 
Lady  Grayle.”  ..  w/ji 

“Nonsense!”  said  Lady  Grayle.  She  went  on:  well, 
there  it  is!  Find  out  the  truth  for  mel  Once  I  knovis-— 
He  looked  at  her  curiously.  “  Once  you  know,  what  then. 
Lady  Grayle?” 

“  That’s  my  business.”  Her  Ups  closed  sharply 
Mr.  Parker  Pyne  hesitated  a  minute,  then  he  said:  “You 
wUl  excuse  me.  Lady  Grayle.  but  I  have  the  impression  that 

^°“’:^at’s'absuodL  I’ve  toW  you  exacUy  what  I  want  you  to 
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Are  you  happy?  If  aot,  consult  Mr.  Parker  Pyne. 

Happy?  Happy?  Had  anyone  ever  been  so  unhappy?  It 

Hastily  she  scribbled  on  a  loose  sheet  of  paper  she  hap¬ 
pened  to  have  in  her  bag: 

Please  help  me.  Will  you  meet  me  outside  the  hotel  in  ten 
minutes? 


She  enclosed  it  in  an  envelope  and  directed  the  waiter  to 
take  it  to  the  gentleman  at  the  table  by  the  window.  Ten 
minutes  later,  enveloped  in  a  fur  coat,  for  the  night  was 
chilly,  Mrs.  Peters  went  out  of  the  hotel  and  strolled  slowly 
along  the  road  to  the  ruins.  Mr.  Parker  Pyne  was  waiting 
for  her. 

“  It’s  just  the  mercy  of  heaven  you’re  here,”  said  Mrs. 
Peters  breathlessly.  ”  But  how  did  you  guess  the  terrible 
trouble  I’m  in?  That’s  what  I  want  to  know.” 

’’The  human  countenance,  my  dear  madam,”  said  Mr. 
Parker  Pyne  gently.  ”I  knew  at  once  that  son 
happened,  but  what  it  is  I  am  waiting  for  you  tc 

Out  it  came  in  a  flood.  She  handed  h)' 
he  read  by  the  light  of  his  pocket  torch. 

”H’m,”  he  said.  “A  remarkable  document.  A , most  re¬ 
markable  document.  It  has  certain  points - ”  cnr  . 

But  Mrs.  Peters  was  in  no  mood  to  listen  to  a  gpl^ion  ot 
the  finer  points  of  the  letter.  What  was  she  to  do  about 
Willard?  Her  own  dear,  delicate  Willard. 

Mr  Parker  Pyne  was  soothing.  He  painted  an  attracuve 
picture  of  Greek  bandit  life.  They  would  be  esp^ially  care¬ 
ful  of  their  captive,  since  he  represented  a  potenUal  gold  mine. 
Gradually  he  calmed  her  down. 


thing  had 


m  the  letter,  which 


o  doV’ 


"Wait  till  to-morrow,’  s 
unless  you  prefer  to  go  str 
Mrs.  Peters  interrupted  t 
darling  Willard  would  be 


shriek  of  terror.  Her 

..iiia.u  —  _  out  of  hand! 

lou  think  I’ll  get  Willard  back  safe  and  sound?" 

There  is  no  doubt  of  that,”  said  Mr.  Parker  Pyne  sooth- 


wn  name  Jjeing  taken  in  vain  ” 

Mr.  Vel0K  stared  at  him.  “  Who  are  you?”  she  demanded 

Mr.  Parker  Pyne,"  explained  that  genUeman. 
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